above them) they seem to start out at once from beneath
the trees, as from their source, leaping over the rocks.
One full cataract rose up like a geyser of Iceland, a silvery
pillar that glittered, as it seemed, among lightly tossing
snow.

DOROTHY WORDSWORTH (from The Journals)

Waters above ! eternal springs!

The dew that silvers the Dove's wings!

O welcome, welcome to the sad !

Give dry dust drink; drink that makes glad !

Many fair ev'nings, many flow'rs

Sweeten'd with rich and gentle showers

Have I enjoy'd, and down have run

Many a fine and shining sun;

But never, till this happy hour.

Was blest with such an evening-shower !

VAUGHAN

I lay awake last night listening to the rain, with a sense
of being drowned and rotted like a grain of wheat.

KEATS (from The Letters)
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